CHAPTER XV

GREGOR MELEKHOV spent five days in Tatarsk, and sowed
several acres of grain for his own and his mother-in-law's
family. Then, as soon as his father returned exhausted and
lousy from his regiment, he made ready to go back to his
division. Kudynov had secretly informed him of the
negotiations being conducted with the command of the
Serdobsky regiment, and had asked him to return to the
front as soon as possible.
At noon of the day on which Gregor planned to leave
Tatarsk for Kargin, he led his horse down to the Don to
drink. As he dropped down to the water, which had flooded
to the very edges of the orchards, he saw Aksinia. It
seemed to him that she was deliberately dallying with the
drawing of water, filling her pails slowly, as though waiting
for him to come down. None the less, overwhelmed by a
flood of memories, he hastened his steps.
She turned as she heard footsteps, and her face assumed
an expression of surprise. But her joy at the meeting and
her old pain mastered her. She smiled such a miserable,
distracted smile, so unbecoming to her proud face, that
.Gregorys heart was shaken with pity and love. Stung with
yearning, humbled by memory, he halted his horse and
said :
" Good morning, Aksinia dear."
" Good morning."
" It's a long time since we last spoke to each other."
" Yes, a long time."
" I'd forgotten the very sound of your voice. . . ."
" You forget quickly."
" Is it so quickly ? "
Gregor held back the horse pressing against him. Aksinia
bowed her head and tried to fish out her pail with the end
of the yoke, but could not get it hooked into the handle.
For a minute they stood there in silence. A wild duck flew
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